that the nearby poplars, willows, and lime
trees are whispering the solutions to his
problems.

And we, a helpless huddle of mortals,
each of us individually, and all of us together,
maintained silence, indulging in our own
thoughts, listening Lo the whispering of the
leaves, and looking into the eyes of the stars.
It is thus that savages behave after an unsuc-
cessful hunt.

And there was I, thinking, thinking, with
the rest. On that night, the night on which
I turned out my first real batch of graduates,
I indulged in a lot of nonsensical medita-
tions. 1 told nobody of them at the time, and it
probably seemed to my colleagues that they
alone had weakened, that I remained unshak-
able, sturdy and deep-rooted as an oak.
They may even have been ashamed to show
their weakness in my presence.

I thought how full of hardship and injustice
my life had been. How I had sacrificed the
best period of my life simply that half a
dozen "delinquents" might enter a Rabfak,
how at the Rabfak, and in the big town, they
would come under new influences, which I
could not control . . . and who could tell
how it would all end? Perhaps my labour
and my sacrifices would turn out to have
been simply a useless clot of misapplied
energy!
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